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his hand.   " Glad to meet you, Podd.   We shall be
neighbours."
"Next-door neighbours, if possible, I hope," said
A. Archibald Podd, with an agreeable smile. It was
plain that this European sportsman was impressed'
by his being in the service of the police. Not that
he was in that service yet quite. But the distinction
seemed hardly worth calling attention to.
" I hope, sir, I shall not have the pleasure of calling
on you in my professional capacity," he said, bowing.
" One never can tell," returned Mr Ryan. " There
are some rum uns in the racing business. And when
there's a big race on it pays to keep friends with the
policemen. Like to have a look round?"
" Immensely, sir."
" Got any horses up in Labuan?"
" One or two," returned Archibald, discreetly.
The little groom led him quickly up to a stable and
flung open the door.
" YouVe nothing like that, Pm certain," he said,
with a ring of pride.
Archibald looked in, and made out in the semi-
darkness the hindquarters of the animal.
" It's a yellow one/' he muttered in a low voice.
** In Borneo I've never seen such a colour/7
" That's Old Joke, the, favourite for the Derby/'
said Ryan. " Called Old Joke because he's a chestnut"
" A wonderful horse," agreed Archibald. " Such a
beautiful colour/'
"I don't know so much about the colour/' com-
mented the groom. "But on his present form he's
a cert for the race/'